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//yoi/ thank me I will increase (my blessings) on you! 

Another year of our life has passed away. We experienced both happiness and grief. Some of 
us lost dear loved ones. Some of us saw our children achieve important landmarks in their lives. 
Some of us became grandparents. Others enjoyed continued professional growth and success, 
while some of us had just a quiet year. Life went on at its usual pace for some. For some, life 
changed radically. These are all the things that human beings have been going through over the 
millennia and will continue to do so. 

At a collective level, our class fellows continued to stay in touch with each other. Reunions took 
place across the world. Digital communication and connection strengthened for some, while 
others found it too consuming and distracting. For many of us our bond on the digital world 
provided a source of mutual comfort and strength at times of need. 

At individual level we have been dealing with the middle life crisis to the best of our abilities. 
Relationship with the spouse, demands of growing children, increasing professional pressure, 
not to speak of the uncertain and precarious national and international conditions, have all had 
their effect on us. 

It is at these times that faith, family and friends matter the most. We have to feel that most of us 
have been privileged to have become doctors, and in most cases, successful ones. At one of 
the convocation ceremonies at Dow, I remember a statement made by a chief guest that being 
a doctor implied a guarantee against unemployment and poverty. 

No matter what we go through we have to remember that as a group we belong to the top 
echelon of our society and for this we have to thank Allah SWT first, and then our parents and 
teachers. We spent practically nothing during our college years while our parents waited 
patiently for us to graduate and pay something back. Let's thank our Creator and all those who 
helped shape our present and reflect upon how best we can pay back. 



Allah sets forth a Parable: a city enjoying ^ ri&> f- 5^*3 

security and quiet, abundantly supplied with 
sustenance from every place: Yet was it ^f^^^^' ^&L^ ^^^^: \* >^ ' 

ungrateful for the favors of Allah: so Allah ^ * $ ^ -i^ ^ ■> > * 

made it taste of hunger and terror (in ^^^^l^li^L^^ 
extremes) (closing in on it) like a garment 
(from every side), because of the (evil) 
which (its people) wrought. 



SHAHNAZ: AN AMAZING FRIEND 



By: Dr. Giezla Farah Iqbal 




When young I had a totally different perspective of a friend... one who only plays with you , 

shares the toys with you and if need be can even offer you a bite from the ice cream but 

with time I learnt a friend is much much more . 

To have or be a friend you have to have quite an input before one can claim this right. To write 
about my best friend is so difficult.... it is like talking about my whole life ...for that is the span we 

have been together She is a multifaceted person ....an amazing daughter , a caring 

daughter-in-law , a loving wife and a model mother. She has been the person who could see 

my pain even when I could fool everyone else one who has known the song in my heart and 

sang it back to me when even I had forgotten the words. An old saying describes so rightly that 
a friend in need is a friend indeed. She possesses all the qualities of head and heart. It is easy 
to befriend many but difficult to choose a good friend. God gives us relatives by virtue of being 
born in a family, but friends we can choose. Relatives and family is by chance but friend are by 
choice 




It is hard to write about someone whom you have known almost all your life. We have been 
friends and class mates since grade VI. I remember the time when we were simply 

classmates.... then we became friends and there was no looking back from that time 

onwards the days we shared ...sometimes playing, joking around, having fun in class and in 

the field, then during our teen age years in college till the time we entered the medical 
college Then came the time when we got married and started having kids. Such a long road 

we have travelled with such precious memories ...such a wonderful treasure I simply don't 

know where to start ... but let me try and define a gem of a person .1 am proud of her .She is 
intelligent in studies ...a good thinker.... one who not only sees your good days and good deeds 
but has stood by even on the darkest days of life. When I was broken by the loss of a very dear 
friend ....she was the one who helped me, supported me and comforted me. 
Not only in academics she has been equally good in sports by being the best athlete in a 
number of different games, competing at school level, city level and provincial level winning 
medals all the way. 



Her personality and manners never fail to make an impression... dressing always with smart 
clothes, believing that physically smart people are always mentally smart. She has a disciplined 
way of leading her life. Her personality and manners never fail to make an impression... We both 

have been students and teachers for each other off and on there is so much I have learnt 

from her ....and still am. 



She has been the friend who stood me in good stead all through my life. Strength, inspiration & 
happiness have always been an essence in our relationship. Her virtue of patience and 
compassion for all is amazing. The soft spoken countenance and dignity with which she 
conducts herself shows her good culture and upbringing. She has been the responsible person 
taking care of job, home and kids so wonderfully. Hard working, organized, devoted and a 
dedicated person that she is has brought fruit for all her inputs and excelled not only as a 
person but also as a professional. L was not only welcomed by her but also by her wonderful 
parents and family with warmth and love in their lives. Most of my life I have known her .1 am 

proud to be her friend.... she is indeed my best friend She is not the one whom I have known 

longest but the one who came and never left my side. I hope we will be friends forever. 
Even now when we meet there are so many things to talk about ...joke about... and make newer 
memories for later times... She has been the one throwing flowers towards the sky all her life 
which have kept on falling back on her. 




' Ms 





In the end I'd like to dedicate a few lines to her: 



When We first talked to each other 

i kneW We Would alWAYs be friends, 
our friendship has kept on growing 
and i'll be here for you to the end, 

You listen When i have a problem 

AND HELP DRY THE TEARS FROM MY 
FACE. 

YOU TAKE AWAY HY SORROW 
AND PUT HAPPINESS IN ITS PLACE. 
WE CANT FORGET THE FUN WE¥E HAD 
LAUGHING 'TIL OUR FACES TURN BLUE 



TALKING OF THINGS ONLY WE FIND 
FUNNY 

PEOPLE THINK WE'RE INSANE-IF THEY 
ONLY KNEW! 

I GUESS THIS IS MY WAY OF SAYING 
THANKS 

FOR CATCHING ME WHEN I FALL. 
THANKS ONCE AGAIN FOR BEING SUCH A 
GOOD FRIEND 

AND BEING HERE WITH ME THROUGH FT 
ALL. 
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Shahnaz is spearheading the pediatric neurology fellowship at the Aga Khan University 
Hospital in Karachi. 

The Paediatric neurology fellowship programme was initiated in 2008. Although a 
relatively new programme, this is the first one of its kind .In a country of a total 
population of 160 million there is a great dearth of trained paediatric neurologist. This 
programme will help in developing a training model for other centres and also be able to 
be the centre of learning and excellence in paediatric neurology. Paediatric Neurology 
is a highly 4ehavior4ed subspecialty of Paediatrics. The importance emerges from the 
high incidence of neurological disorders including cerebral palsy, epilepsy along 
with neuro-metabolic and genetic disorders in children. Its importance at the present 
time is also because of the paucity of Paediatric neurologists in the country. The 
growing clinical need for this intensive field has led to the establishment of a fellowship 
program in Paediatric neurology. The primary goal of the program is to prepare 
individuals for a career in academic Paediatric neurology. Individuals chosen for the 
program will pursue creative, scholarly endeavors to advance the science and practice 
of Paediatric neurology. 



ISHAHNAZ NATALWALA| 

By Saleem Abubakar Khanani 

This is how we all knew her. An athlete par excellence! A top notch student! Yet I had 
never spoken to her before we started our first house job at Medical Unit I. Our first 
conversation is something that I do not recall but it was a pleasant one. Shahnaz had 
secured the second position in the final year and there was no doubt about her 
deserving it. She had been in the top ten students of our class throughout, a feat 
equaled only by Abdul Jabbar and Mohammad Amin. Her level of medical competence 
and knowledge was apparent from the time we made our first round as house officers 
with the late Professor M U Islam. I still remember his remarks after Shahnaz had 
presented her case. "She is more than just a pretty face!" 

As a group we the house officers quickly became like a family. There were no petty 
quarrels. We would finish our rounds and then go to the cafeteria for tea and samosa. 
On our call days we would have lunch together. The strangeness of the seven long 
years as students had evaporated and blossomed into a strong friendship. Six months 
passed by like a breeze leaving behind fond memories. 

The Aga Khan University hospital went into operation in October of 1986 and some of 
us joined the new organization as residents. Masood (Mash), Arifullah, Abdaal, Riaz 
Lakda wala, Musa Khan, Bakhtiar, Shahid Chandana were among the first to join it 
while I joined the department of medicine in February 1987 after passing MRCP Part I 
examination. Shahnaz followed by becoming a resident in the department of pediatrics. 
From a resident to professor is a long journey that bears testimony to the professional 
excellence, devotion, commitment and leadership qualities that Shahnaz has displayed. 
FCPS was simply another examination that she cleared with flying colors. A fellowship 
in pediatric neurology in Canada followed. Instead of staying back in the Western world, 
Shahnaz went back to the country that she loves, and the institution that she is an 
integral part of. She combines clinical practice with academic research and teaching, 
being the director of the pediatric fellowship program. Her research has been published 
in peer-reviewed international journals. 

Shahnaz Ibrahim, as she is known now, is married with two children. Her husband is an 
architect and she has 2 girls aged 20 and 16. .Her older daughter is at Macalister 
college Minneapolis studying Psychology, while the younger daughter is in the O levels 
finals. 

Shahnaz started the first Pediatric Neurology program in the country that has been 
approved The College of Physicians and Surgeons Pakistan. She started the "Early 
child development and rehabilitation program" in Karachi in 2009 and is currently the 
Director of the program. As a Director of the child development program she is actively 



involved in coordinating care of children at the center and in the management of the 
program. 

Shahnaz has been involved in a number of research projects in the community. She 
recently completed a large project looking at the "Prevalence of disability in a Rural 
District of Sukkur. 

She was recently awarded a Travel Scholarship by the American academy of cerebral 
palsy and child development (AACPDM) in recognition of her work in a developing 
country. 

Her interest in sports remains and she likes to swim in her spare time. 

DMC class of 1985 dedicates this issue of its monthly digital magazine to one of our 
own. 

The editors would like to thank three of Shahnaz's life-long friends and group mates, 
Giezla, Zeba Fatima Vanek and Fatemah Salimian for their contribution to this feature. 



Dr. Shahnaz Ibrahim 

By Zeba Fatima Vanek 




I met a girl named Shahnaz Natalwalla, for the first time in the 6 grade at the Habib Girls 
School. Very soon after meeting we embarked upon a wonderful, lifelong friendship. We 
remained classmates at Habib School till matriculation; at St. Joseph's College for Intermediate 
and finally at Dow Medical College. We lived close to one another and our families were very 
good friends also. And so in every possible way, we truly grew up together. 

My friend, Shahnaz is both a happy and a serious person. She is full of life, boisterous, fun, 
cheerful and has a wonderful sense of humor. And with regards to the important things in life, 
she takes them very seriously and pursues excellence with unequivocal determination and 
perseverance. 

She is honest, innocent at heart and a trusting person. She is straightforward, like an open book 
and whatever you see is what she is. She thinks independently, using her own mind and 
observations to form opinions and to make decisions in life. 

She is one of the hardest working people I have met in my life. From her childhood, she took her 
studies and education very seriously and remained a stellar student, always getting outstanding 
grades and positions from school till medical college. She completed her FCPS and also got 
further training in Canada. And after starting professional life, she has become an outstanding 
academic pediatrician at the AKUH. Most recently, she has earned a very prestigious and 
difficult-to-achieve, Professorship at the AKUH, after exhibiting years of dedication and 
excellence in patient-care, teaching and research and making many contributions in the field of 
Medicine. 

Shahnaz has also been an outstanding sportswoman and athlete all her life. She has won 
numerous medals and championships in different sports including tennis, badminton, throw ball 
and many track and field events. 

I also know that she is an outstanding daughter, wife and a mother. She is a pillar of strength for 
everyone in her life and in difficult times, she is always there for anyone who needs her. 

I truly and deeply admire, respect and adore my dearest childhood friend, Shahnaz. I feel 
extremely fortunate and blessed to have her in my life and wish her every success and 
happiness 




HOUSE OFFICERS MED ONE: THE EDITOR IS NEXT TO ARIFULLAH KHAN 



MANDELA: The Man Who Couldn't Hate 



A TRIBUTE BV IZHAR KHAN 

Since the death of Nelson Mandela much has been written about the man in eulogy well deserved and it 
would be impossible to better many excellent tributes given to this icon of revolutionaries. His memorial 
service and the tributes he received, however, smacked of a degree of hypocrisy. Those who all their 
lives openly supported apartheid and even, as in the case of the United States and Britain regarded 
Mandela as a terrorist, now without any contrition were seen waxing lyrical to the glory of this great 
man. Many would be surprised to learn that as recently as July 2008 Mandela was on the US terror 
watch-list. 

I remember standing with my friends late at night in 1986 outside the South Africa House, an imposing 
1930s structure on Trafalgar square built on the site of a derelict hotel, with protesters demanding the 
release of Nelson Mandela, amateur boxer, lawyer, freedom fighter and revolutionary. For years there 
was a round the clock protest against the apartheid South African regime outside the Embassy in 
Trafalgar square which had become the focal point of the international movement against apartheid. 

Until his eventual release on the 11 th of Februaryl990 the world knew Mandela as the iconic handsome, 
young man who led the cause of black freedom in his country imprisoned along with revolutionaries, 
including such giants of the anti-apartheid movement as Walter Sisulu, Ahmad Kathrada and Jack Swart. 

Mandela arrived in the infamous Robben Island in the winter of 1964 where he would spend 18 of his 27 
years of imprisonment before he was transferred to Pollsmoor prison. In Robben Island, Mandela and 
his companions were confined to a small cell with the floor for a bed, and a bucket. They were made to 
carry out hard labour in a quarry and were allowed a visitor for only 30 minutes every year. He could 
write and receive only one letter every six months. When his mother died and one of his sons was killed 
in an accident, Mandela was refused permission to attend their funeral. But Robben Island instead of 
breaking him became the crucible, which made Mandela, the man we came to know and admire. With 
his resilience, self- discipline, patience and dignified defiance he gained the respect of his warders and 
prisoners. Mandela never showed servility to his captors and using his well-honed legal skills made sure 
that he and his comrades were not abused. A fellow prisoner Neville Alexander recalls that "He always 
made the point, if they say you must run, insist on walking. 

If they say you must walk fast, insist on walking slow. That was the whole point. We would set the 
terms." 

When Mandela walked out of prison with his head held high and a defiant raised fist with his wife 
Winnie the world saw a different Mandela from the one who walked into prison 27 years earlier. The 
crowds that received him and the billions around the world who watched this historic moment were 
witnessing not just the release of one man from prison but the beginning of the release of all South 
Africans, captors and captive of the evil apartheid regime. 



Cristo Brand was the warder in Robben Island and later warder at Pollsmoor prison. When Mandela's 
cavalcade was leaving prison, he spotted his old warder and asked the car to be stopped. Mandela got 
out of the car and walked towards his captor. He shook hands with Brand and said that he would not like 
this to be their last meeting. Years later Cristo Brand recollected his memories of Mandela as follows: 

"While he was in prison on Robben Island, I treated him like I treated all the other prisoners ... But when 
you were alone, you would maybe listen more to him, and respect him more for his views and what he 
discussed. 

But after '85, after negotiations started ... I was thinking that he would be the leader of the people 
outside - not, say, my leader. But I listened to him. I would never say I agreed with him. But after he 
came to Victor Verster and then was released, I respected him as a leader for South African people. And 
later he became my leader. And I was very proud that one of my prisoners, who I looked after, became 
my leader now and ... I felt very proud and happy when I was invited to his birthday party and that one 
of my ex-prisoners, was now president ..." 

This course of reconciliation and forgiveness, which Mandela took proved correct and although South 
Africa has by no means become the Utopia of peace and harmony many wished it would become, 
Mandela's leadership ensured that that nation embarked on a path towards freedom. One should, 
however, not assume that Mandela could not, when needed resort to violent resistance. When all 
avenues are closed revolutionary movements have to consider armed resistance as an option, and 
indeed Mandela's ANC did adopt these tactics when necessary. 

The late Sir David Frost once asked Mandela that surely having been imprisoned for 27 years he must 
hate his captors. Mandela in his characteristic assertive manner replied "No I did not hate them. If I did 
it would have meant that they had control over me". In the end, Mandela lived his life true to the motto 
"Love for all Hatred for None" 



'7 hate race 
discrimination most 



"If I had my time over I 
would do the same again. 
So would any man who 
dares call himself a 



'7 learned that courage 
was not the absence of 
fear, but the triumph over 
it. The brave man is not 
he who does not feel 
afraid, but he who 
conquers that fear. " 



intensely and in all its 
manifestations. I have 
fought it all during my 
life; I fight it now, and 



man. 



will do so until the end of 
my days. " 



"For to be free is not 
merely to cast off one 's 
chains, but to live in a 
way that respects and 



enhances the freedom of 
others. " 



FAMILY VIOLENCE 

Dr Inayat Ali Khan 

I remember when I had first joined KSA, in the initial days when I had just started to take off, a 
child around 7-8 years old was admitted and was seen by us on the grand round the next day. 

His face was fully swollen and he could barely open his eyes with those obvious marks of facial 
friction burns. The picture was one of a typical RTA (pedestrian vs motor vehicle) but 
surprisingly without associated injuries. It was to my surprise a case of child abuse, and I was 
shocked to learn that person involved was none other than his own mother. More shocking was 
the modus operandi; he was pulled by his hair and was hit against the wall several times and it 
was made sure that he fell unconscious. 

Coming to the issue of family violence where in majority of the cases such a violence ends in 
murder, the high incidence of spouse murder should not come as a major surprise and a strong 
reason forwarded is that most murders are likely to be among those we are closest to (just as 
most accidents occur close in vicinity to where we live, as that's where we statistically are most 
of the time). 

The rise in family violence (FV) troubles us, but what troubles us more is that this FV has 
become more acknowledged. Issues like verbal abuse also falls into the same category but 
verbal violence while poignant hardly finds any consideration in domestic violence, we always 
blame social and environmental factors that play a pivotal role in FV. Some blame endocrine 
and neurological dysfunction as a cause of this marital aggression and if this is taken as a 
scientific stand then the culprit will declare "It's not fault, my biology is defective", and having 
said this biological factors still need to be taken into account. 

The social fabric of the Middle East, the Subcontinent and the rest of South Asia is surely 
patriarchal and hence for centuries such societies have upheld the right of a husband 
upbraiding his wife or to chastise her physically. Even during the Victorian times during the 
nineteenth century and until the turn of the last century the stick size and length was specified 
as an acceptable instrument of punishment. 

Cuckoldry: In the South Asian and Middle Eastern society suspicion (or say sexual jealousy— 
as the west puts it) has always been a major factor, while adultery is outlawed by all societies 
and religions around the globe, jealous outrage on part 

of the husband is generally tolerated in legal circles as jurists believe that cuckoldry mitigates or 
justifies an otherwise criminal 1 lehavior. So wife-bashing is attributed mainly to sexual 
jealousy, where as in most cases only suspicion is the prime reason and the poor wife may 
actually be innocent. The Quran mentions in Surah Hujurat (Ch. 49:12)" O those who believe! 
Avoid suspicion, as suspicion in some cases is a sin " 

Morbid jealousy: To the elite of D'85, yes such a phenomenon does exist. Fed up from daily 
bickering when the wife leaves the house she is accused of infidelity, and in those cases where 
she cannot leave the house she is kept within the four walls ignorant and isolated (not under 
duress though), all sorts of friendships are discouraged, the husband discourages her of tagging 



on to those old friendships and at times some he cannot even tolerate seeing his wife having a 
good social life. 

Some talented women may want to continue their dexterity in some way but experience stiff 
opposition and 'she' believes that 'he' cannot monitor me minutely and/or continuously. Hence 
the opposition. We in our part of the world have yet to come out of this fundamentalist culture 
which is still considered laudable and very much normal. We may not have enough statistics for 
back up but this Shakespeare's Othello may end up ending the life of sweet Desdemona 
(referred to occasionally as the "Othello syndrome"). 

Flare-ups: All of us have the ability to lash out, hence pushing our anger beyond limits. You as 
a wife are not supposed to back answer, not supposed to be combative or show retaliation as it 
will invite his wrath and you will be showered with physical abuse. As a statistically starved 
society that we are it's hard to give concrete numbers, but at least in the US 3 out of 10 
marriages are affected by FV and Lo and behold it's the common cause of injury in women, so 
15% of American women will be victims of repeated violence (mostly serious physical 
aggression) and one out of fifteen homicides are of a wife by a husband. 
Our society still holds onto that cultural resistance of not reporting such incidents and women 
being cash strapped cannot seek legal help or are otherwise not allowed to, although the 
serious physical damage may require it to be more clamant. Weapons of violence include open 
handed slaps, fists, feet, kitchen objects (bailan, etc), hot iron, bottles, knives and finally the 
worst, i.e., guns. Injuries sustained include scratching, punching, slapping, arm twisting, 
breaking teeth, fracturing nose, throwing face down, strangling, choking to the point of 
unconsciousness and I have personally witnessed lip biting, nose biting and ear biting. 

Sleeping with the enemy: 

Sex is yet another weapon used and it always comes with sadism. Luckily men in our society 
are exonerated of charges of rape (It's a man's marital right). Women feel most hurt when they 
become victims of sadism at the hands of their spouses whom they knew to be gentle, whom 
they once loved & trusted —but now abhor. This trauma is too much for them to take, as they 
see in it a sense of betrayal and the broken trust. Then comes the social burden where the lady 
feels or is made to feel that she is the root of this broken marriage, she foresees isolation, lack 
of social support & friendlessness and decides to continue living with and sleeping with the 
enemy. 

The Innate theory: 

The study of wife beaters has shown that such men do carry a violent and explosive mind and 
scientists believe that the epicenters of these mental earthquakes are located in the limbic 
system and temporal lobe. Setting aside the issue of the temporal lobe involvement which 
involves seizures etc., the limbic system has been strongly implicated, the centre where things 
go berserk. The hypothalamus gets involved, an endocrine dysfunction is observed and many 
other factors come into play. The extent of criminality could be so profound that it involves face 
disfiguring or say acid throwing (most common in Cambodia, Bangladesh, India and 
Afghanistan— and of course Pakistan too). I have mentioned Pakistan in the end as here acid 
throwing is rarely a result of family (marital) violence, it occurs when the girl or her family 
declines to give her hand in marriage to the proposer or is a result of vengeance (you did it to 
my sister, I'll do it to yours). 



The family falls apart: What happens to this unhappy family may be easy to guess. The most 
tragic part of this entire saga is when there are children who are also going through this 
unwanted drama. They grow up in a hostile environment; the social and cognitive impact may 



be so profound that it definitely affects their psychological chemistry. When a child is made to 
live through his mother's pains, 

groans, nose bleeds, swollen face and constant tears, he will then sub-consciously circumvent 
friends, family and neighbors. His performance at school will be abysmal, the lack of confidence 
and sense of insecurity are a few of those many effects and a price which the growing child has 
to pay for a crime he never committed. 

What frustrates us the most? The string of such episodes that we see, hear and read does 
disturb us, but the most frustrating is the fact that these episodes are supremely avoidable. 
Patients with the episodic dyscontrol syndrome are easily and successfully treated with anti- 
convulsants. Men with outbursts are treated with relevant drugs with almost nil side effects. 
Counselling and anger management centres take care of issues like rehabilitate the husband 
on a better job, improve ways of financial stability, housing and teaching courses to the wife to 
combat such a situation more bravely and intelligently. 

I have deliberately avoided touching on issues like child abuse, violence against husbands as it 
involves embarrassing issues and wanted to keep the topic more light on the readers. Feedback 
from our readers will be welcome. 
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SALMA HASHMI IS SAMRINA HASHMI'S SISTER 



SAM KHAN'S CHOICE 
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< T < J \J I3 bj LajUuI ^jjjO JLuJ <== J I3 ^1 <jjjl \LgJ 

^b ^ bj 9^ l5V U9J c _juj U9JLUJ ^jOS 
J9I JujoI J9I >oul v>b t 5 9J JLuj 

... ^j-U c= _j\L> ^jjJ^jCXjuJ ^JV^ JlajoI J9I jjjuI ^jjjO UC^J^ 
« u ^ ^ ^jbu° 



J^> c=J9^ «^J>I l5W9 
ujszxy-ijj ^jouj j9j ^ t_sv9 ^9! 
ui j!i9joL> ^9 

^jjjlj k _S^- kjJ O Lo L«jJ9 j-juJ t ) J9I 

■■■u^ <=j£ J^. >! c= JJJ v' c=^' 9^ c^-^9 °9 
^jjJluoI ^jv^ 9J JLuj 09 
v_svi^J u^-o ^ 92? 

< ^_j|^j> < £_jLuj 09 

^ JLuj ^19 ^ jj pj ^ 

.. iU jjo U9l$JL> ^IjJ , 5 »-SJujolb >>\Jb 

jcw , j\L(^-«jj 9^ u9J0J>j <== ^ v_s^b /\ji-juo5L«jj 

. . ) >S J-juuJLjuUUO 

u^ ^J-^ c=^-^ « ^ U99juuuI 

■■■U^ V^>^ c=^ r-^-fJ^ 



b> 



, 1 >oLpJ uuL^JOJ ^juUO -UX jjjjI <p> 

9Jb> L^jJ L99 -UnC . kjj 

9Jb> c= Jb> ujuu 
9^ 9>^y> J9l ■■■■ 

By Hina Akhund 



L, l> 



0L0 ^jv^jI ^jv^j uSj^u 9^ 

^Jl j9 l JLuj ^iiS ^jL> 

l 9 M^j 

uSjuUO 9S ^>uO 

oIjjcv c=^l >^ <— I JLuu IjjS 9^r 

igljijuUUO O9 <3juUO 



DR. TAHIR HUSSAIN CLASS OF 1980 



LpJ *Uj. 9^ /XJ /X& />b*jl c ^ />LuJ 

Ifj" l_L> cu_juJj ^j^j oL9\Jjo ^jS j^j Jj. 
LpJ ^ >juJ j9i£J Olj9^ ,>U^p J9I P 

^JV^ < »Sj IjUuJ />LuJ 09 ^jvS^ <^l£ju 

09 ^—i Og^iiu vjv-pJ oL vjy-pj> o^ ^ ^> 
cLaju <== j U9jg^ /xa} oLc9_juu ^jvS i^Sul 

ciS 9^ ^ys>\j5 [jjJb , , uu ^Sul 

^jS < f^j IjUuJ />LuJ O9 ^JV^.^lSjU 
LpJ />lijJ. ^ c — jL> c pJ^JO c ) /XJ 

LpJ Lj. <= juj J-^o^j 9^ U95L*Jul cu fr € A 

LpJ LS jISljuUUCXJ c uJ /XjuUUJ vJV-pj c — ) jJJJO 
LpJ l<^> c uJ vJNJO^) 9^ ^lo* ^ < jL> jgl 

Li* 



gj9_juu <— ug^ 09 ^j. ob>> 

ljLfi>^ 0S9 \j$ LuJ /X£J Ijj Q>£ 

v jv^ c ft) j IjUuJ /)Luj O9 vjv^ ^l5Liu 
Lpj \JjO CjuCXjuoS jJ-l^joJ J^juuJLuUUO >S> j3 I 

Ij^jj /)LJj 09 vjv^ 

<j-l£j vjv^j < ^j> Iji < igl^J 9^ CL^iuo /xj 
yj+$j kJ^j c ^ j > 1^1 /xlSu c—juu Og^-bu 
^jv^j I j-juu vjv^ 9; IS <^J. oUjJ> 

? v-5^j c ^ j > lJ^j ^9! CH-^ /^gJ^x) 

V- 5v^ c j Ijuuu joLjuj O9 ^JV^ ^I5ju 



I Lgj L^j c ^jj >o>^ >ku ^.Sul yj^juu j^)L^jo 



SYED RAZI MUHMMAD CLASS OF 1985 



U9-1 v_jLt>btx) c mi /xj I^^S ^jjuo U9jSj c= $ U9jo^juuc> ^9! U9^> ^9! ^j-J^^ jj uLj 

<=^ <^_>^ ^Uo 9^ Loci />j 
J ^Sjl^j > — ^ 09^ ^—S ^jouul ^>9Ij ^jvS <== S ^jjjI vl 

. ) \jjJO ^jjuO <Jj-kjJS> ^JvS jl-Xj^ c S J\J e ill j9j jJiSjO IS Ol vl L-h^ LZ+^Sjl ^JvS uLo ^jjl^SuI /\J 

9-f - »6^>^ vl uLuuu , — S c= jLdijj9^>' ^jjuo jjjjI ^9! c= ^ IS v^U 0^»fJ> /\J 
<£_>^l ^ »«' -0-S-^ , — S . — uqj ^^juojLuj ^j>S <== JU C= S ^9$ ^jjuO U9juU { jjJJ rJ 

^ IS iJJIrJ <S\ Jj5*jl /\J 

. ) bJu9^^ <-SI v_5>S ^— filJ c= kLjuul9 C= S ^jjjI 09 

, ) Jjlqjo Luu Ij9^j> <^SI />J 

, i ULo ^9^ 9S U9J%jLuu c mjul 9J ^L^r Jjo AjuU qS ol^xx^ ^jyuJuo 9S U9jl> ^9! cJUj> 

, ) J-iiix) Luu \j$4S> ^Sl /v 

^yDjI lSjjjjO U9J 

{jjl} ^jJLoXjJ uU ^JV^jljuJ 69 ^jjl^ ^— ^=gJ ^J>^lj 9^> <^9J CjJLz1> c * "k"> ^juO ^JVJj^^ jjjjI ^9! 

- j £ L-W-^ />9^ /xic , >Q CjJLzi> OAjj^ ^50ujL>9 j^j ^jv^io ^kS uUj 

IS U9jJ ^JV^J , «uU U9JJL9 v_jujuJ «^Sj , )l lSjU vjvJul jS 6j ^jjjO J-iiiJO ^jjjO 

, ; .l s ^jLaaJ iS U9JJL9 ^ Lu ^JnS ^JvLSj /xS U ^jJ^jJ ^JOuJuol> vJNjuI 9^> vJ^J uJ ol ^9! 

U9^ Lgb> Lib 9S Lj^ fi\ u& Lgb> LijJ 

c i t^H-H O^ 000 - l° ^ S U9juCX-juJ^ ULxX) Cji^b> € J € S ^jv-tx) ^JNjuI «uU jjjUC^ € J I^^juO />J 

U9^ Lgb> Lu>S ob <^SI uj U9S9J , jl ^jjuo 

^j^btSj /\J ^ Jjl^jI ^)S \J»£J ^J^J> «^jujuJ <== JI9 , yiN ^jLuJ IS ol ^9! Jjl9 ^l 

9 ^ ^ &pr> ^ ^jJ c=^SI 9^ c=^^ <^_jLo ,-JLSI ^SJ ^S 9^ 

IS U9jL> J^j 9S U9^S^ <£_jL>jj ^jjuo rS c= j OAC9 c mi Ijju° -^9-i^x) ^ w o 
^ ^ L^-S^ ^jv^j ^jvSJL^j> <^SjI ^j>S ^^^JLjujjo vl^ u^H° ulo9JLkix> /x^uul^> 9S <S 

9S gjoj^jo , If ^jjuo 09UJ C= S U9AjijLc ^9! U9jbj 

^ ^LfiS-juu vjvSjjU ^jnS , ' I ^ u^jo ^juJuJ <^SL />9^ ^Sl j$\ ^jvS € il ku 9jljuj9J> ^j>S ^j\juo 

A<^0 ^JV-iOj JuljuJ 





ETRY BY DOWITES 1 


SYED KHALID ANWAR I 


SYED SHAFQUAT MAHMOOD 


Nobody Owns Water 






Nobody owns water 
Drink some and try 
To keep it 






Nobody owns air 
Breathe some and try 
To keep it 

Nobody owns Sun 
Absorb the ray and try 
To keep it 

Nobody owns Moon 
Bask in the moonlight and try 
To keep it 


/ / i/J. to 


.^(fc^i 

^ * (|P * 



Nobody knows when they 

wou Id f a 1 1 i n love ^ $ $ b M 

Listen to the heart beat and try J> 
To keep it 




FROM THE PROPHETIC WISDOM 



t ALide me to the best character 
for no one cars guide to best (cha rafter) except you,, 

and turn away had conduct from me 
for no one can turn it away from m*? except you". 




Click if y<?,i lite ii 




www.f*oebDfllr.cfln\failbalaghu 



SYED RIZWANUL HAQUE IN KARACHI 





WHEREVER HE MAY BE HE NEVER FORGETS HOME! 



A MINI-REUNION IN KARACHI 
PHOTOS FROM THE HI TEA ON DECEMBER 29, 2013 
COURTESY SAM KHAN AND FAYYAZ AHMED SHAIKH 




MORE PHOTOS OF THE STARS OF D85 




AND YET MORE PHOTOS 




